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Here in the slack of night
the tree breathes honey and moonlight.
Here in the blackened yard
smoke and time and use have marred,
leaning from that fantan gloom
the bent tree is heavy in bloom.
The dark house creaks and sways;
"Not like the old days."
Tim and Sam and ragbag Nell,
Wong who keeps his Chinese hell,
the half-caste lovers, the hump-backed boy*
sleep for sorrow, or wake for joy.
Under the house the roots go deep;
down, down, while the sleepers sleep,
splitting the rock where the house is set,
cracking the paved and broken street.
Old Tim turns and old Sam groans,
"God be good to my breaking bones";
and in the slack of tideless night
the tree breathes honey and moonlight.